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One 


Author's Notes: 
Yes. It is a Lia crackbunny. 


They didn't make curtains that could be effectively slammed. 


Henjo tried, ripping it open before rolling out and then yanking it closed even as Kai continued to screech at him. 
Stomping up the aisle to the lounge, he threw himself down on the bench seat, trying to ignore the steady 
yapping still in full swing from the bunk. Grabbing the remote, he turned on the television, wondering if the 
satellite would work the way it was supposed to for once and drown out the volatile lead singer who was stil 


complaining. 
After all, it wasn't Henjo's fault the bunks were so small. And Kai was the one who insisted on sleeping 


together. And he couldn't change the fact his arms and legs were so long and if he occasionally happened to 
elbow Kai in a less than pleasant place it was strictly an accident. 


After all, he liked that strong, freckled body just the way it was. 


Even if he had tried to shift Kai's nose to his ear. 

He flipped through the channels. 

Cartoons. 

*click* 

Poker. 

*click* 

Two men staring at each other in the middle of a dusty street. 

*click* 

How to make a sandwich in a thing that looked like it should iron your clothes. 

*click* 

It was the frantic piano music that made him pause. On the screen, her hands moving in wild, oversized 
motions with her mouth going but no sound coming out was a woman, the old black and white film jerky and 
moving very fast. The screen went black, the words "Help me! Help mel" appearing for a few seconds, only to 


be replaced by the face of a man twirling the end of his mustache. 


Henjo watched, laughing at the absurdity of what was on the screen, the woman now being dragged to what 


looked like railroad tracks and thrown down, the mustached man kneeling beside her. 
Another black screen. "You must sell me the ranch!" 

A closeup of her face, fake terror in her eyes. 

Black screen. "Never!" 

More mustache twirls. 

Black again. "Then you leave me no choice!" 


Henjo felt his eyes growing heavy, the remote slipping from his hand as he drifted off. 


He squinted into the bright sun as he left the hotel, flicking dust from the sleeves of his calf length black coat 
before strolling down the sidewalk, touching his hat to the ladies and nodding to the men. He didn't notice the 
soft sighs or the batting eyes, instead searching with his smoldering gaze for the one. 

His heart gave a giant leap in his chest, pounding so hard that he thought it would jump free and bounce to 


the vision that he drank in like the sweetest wine, the figure moving toward him with the grace of a dancer 


and a body made for sin 

Kai. 

Beautiful. 

Bewitching. 

Pulchritudinous. 

Henjo smoothed his shirt, sweeping his hat from his head and bowing when Kai drew near. 

"Good morning to you, my fair and lovely Kai." 

Kai giggled, fanning himself with his hand. "You do make me blush! And don't you look handsome today!" 


"It is your fair face that makes me shine. And when beside you, | pale in the presence of such appealing 


charm." 
"Oh, how you do go on!" 
"| could go on forever if you would let me!" 


A loud snort made Henjo roll his eyes, Kai's sigh of displeasure at the interruption bringing a frown to his face 
as the perfection was marred by the loss of that dazzling smile. 


"I've been looking for you Kai." 


Kai waved a hand before tucking it through Henjo's arm. "lm afraid l'm busy with the ever so handsome Henjo 


right now." 
Henjo smirked at Dirk. "So run along and play with your mustache." 


Dirk flushed, his hand dropping to his side from where it had been twisting the end of the handlebar. "Time's 


getting short, Kai. | need an answer." 


"As I've told you a million hundred thousand billion times, it's..." 


Dirk leaned forward, holding his breath in anticipation. 

Kai smiled sweetly. "AO" 

‘Curse you! | will have that ranch!" Shaking his fist, Dirk stamped his foot and marched away. 
Henjo tipped his hat. "Have a pleasant day!" he called after him. 

Kai sighed, leaning against Henjo's side. "Polite and handsome." 

Henjo patted Kai's hand where it lay on his arm. "Never a reason not to have good manners!" 


It was well past the shank of the evening when Henjo bid Kai a good night at the door of his house. Despite 
Kai's body pressed to him and the lips that were glued to his own, Henjo refused to take advantage of the 
sweet innocence that was shyly offered and climbed in the buggy to head back to town, getting out to walk Kai 
back to the door once he was peeled free. 

Setting the horse in motion, Henjo sighed. 

It was getting harder and harder -- glancing at his crotch he miserably realized he meant that both literally 
and figuratively -- to maintain his restraint with the enticing and exquisite virgin that was Kai. He had mulled 
over the idea of asking for his hand but didn't want to rush him or make him feel that Henjo was only after 
his body. 

After all, he had a mind as well. 

And occasionally he used it. 

And sometimes it even worked. 

A distant scream made him stop, his ears straining to hear. 

Another one and he gasped, his heart beginning to pound. 

Kai. 


Jumping from the buggy, he ran back toward the ranch. 


By the time he reached the ranch he was sorry he hadn't brought the horse. 


Although the door to the house was open he knocked, waiting for Kai to come and invite him in He knocked 
several times, reluctant to just walk in without Kai saying it was fine. When he had been waiting for more than 
ten minutes and Kai still had not come to see who it was, he stepped in, calling out Kai's name, beginning to 


worry even more when there was no answer. 


He was walking toward the kitchen when he stepped on something that rolled under his foot, his leg sliding, 
forcing him to grab hold of the table to keep from falling. Bending, he picked it up, turning it so as to read the 
label. 


"Doc Willies Mustache Wax. Now why would Kai have mustache wax when he doesn't have a mustache?" 
Unable to think of a reason, Henjo went on to the kitchen where he fixed himself a snack and waited for Kai. He 


was just swallowing the last bite of his sandwich and washing it down with the last swig of milk and thinking 
about a big piece of the chocolate cake on the counter when he remembered who did have a mustache. 


"Dirk has Kail" 


Jumping to his feet, he hurriedly washed, dried and put away his dishes, not wanting to leave a mess for Kai 


to come home to. 
"Now, if | wanted to frighten and intimidate a terrified maid into selling me the ranch, what would | do?" 


Henjo paced, his hands clasped behind his back. He was having trouble figuring out what he would do, not being 
the type to frighten and intimidate anyone. 


"| have to think like Dirk!" Shaking his shoulders loose, he hunched down and walked with a rolling gait, twirling 
an imaginary mustache. " Thnk Dirk. Be Dirk Become Dirk." 


Something must have worked for a light bulb went on over his head. 

After staring at it for several minutes trying to figure out what it was, he gave up. 

"I'd tie him to the railroad tracks!" 

Henjo ran for the door, now sorrier than ever he hadn't brought the horse since the railroad tracks were 
clear on the other side of town. And with new boots, he knew by the time he got there his feet would be 


hurting like crazy, and more than likely he'd have blisters too. But Kai was worth it, so putting his head down 
he sprinted down the lane. 


This time he did stop and get the horse. 


He fretted the whole way to town, wondering if he should stop at the hotel and change, unsure if what he was 
wearing was appropriate for a rescue. Deciding that since it was dark he could safely get away with it, he 
continued through town, making sure to stop at the crosswalks and waiting several minutes for a little old lady 
to cross in front of him. 


Once she was out of the way, he picked the pace back up to a smart trot only to have to slam on the brakes 
at the next corner when he nearly forgot to give the right of way to another buggy, the mistake resulting in 
several very rude words tossed in his direction by the driver. He ducked his head, calling an apology and 
proceeding with a lot more caution until he reached the outskirts, the sun now peeking up from the horizon, 
making him sorry he hadn't stopped to change. 

A gentleman never wore evening attire before noon. 

He just hoped he didn't embarrass Kai with his blunder. 

He grew angry when he saw them, Kai struggling to slip away, or at least he thought that was why he kept 
going to his knees in front of Dirk. Dirk kept pulling him to his feet, holding him with one hand while he twirled 
the end of his mustache with the other, the hair looking a little ragged without its coat of Doc Willie's 
Mustache Wax. Pulling the carriage to a halt, he climbed down just as Dirk pushed Kai onto the tracks, kneeling 
beside him and wrapping huge coils of rope everywhere before tying the ends to the rails. 

For some reason the sight of Kai tied and unable to move made Henjo's knees a bit weak. 

Setting the thought aside to be thought about later -- along with that strangely shaped glowing thing that had 
shown up above his head -- Henjo called out. "I say, if a train comes that could be a bit tricky getting him 
loose!" 

"You!" Dirk stood, turning to face Henjo with a snarl. 

"Me?" 

"Yes, you!" 

"Yes, me." 

"I know, you!" 

"Of course you know me!" 


"Nol 


"You dol I'm Henjo, we've met in town!" 


"| knowl" 
"Then why did you say you didnt?" 

"| didn't say that! 

"Hello Remember me?" Kai scowled at them both. "The one tied to the tracks and the train coming?" 
"| could never forget you," Henjo said with a fond gaze. 

"Im not untying him till he agrees to sell me the ranch!" 

"Never!" Kai glared. 

"Well if he's run over by the train he won't be able to sell it to you then" 

"True," Dirk thought aloud, "but then | can buy it for pennies on the dollar at the estate sale!” 
‘Henjo, save me! The train, the train! 


A faint whistle was heard. Henjo stepped closer, clearing his throat. "Dirk, | must ask you to move so | can 


untie this stunning, delicate flower." 

"The only way you'll get close enough is to make me move." 
Henjo sighed. "Then if | must, | must." 

Kai grinned, licking his lips. "Fight! Fight!" 

And indeed there was. 


Dirk charged in, running into the fist Henjo casually held out. Shaking his head, he charged again, the fist this 


time catching him in the stomach. 

Henjo dusted off his coat. "Enough?" 

"Never!" 

He again made a run for Henjo, this time both fists waiting. 


The whistle grew louder, the smoke from the engine now visible. 


And the fight raged on. 

Dirk felt like he was fighting an iron man, his fists hitting nothing but solid muscle, leaving them aching as he 
struggled to get in one good shot that would at least muss Henjo's hair, the soft strands blowing in the breeze 
that rippled the long folds of his coat. Henjo hadn't even broken a sweat, taking the time to blow several kisses 
to a giggling Kai until with a bored expression he flicked Dirk's nose and sent him crashing to the ground, too 
tired to rise. 

With leisurely strides he went to Kai, long, graceful fingers tugging and pulling at the knots. 

"Hurry, Henjo!" 

Henjo's hands fumbled. "| don't do well under pressure, Kai, Please don't hurry me." 

"But the train!" 

"l'm going as fast as | canl" 

The whistle sounded again. 

"Henjo! Hurry!" 

The first one came loose, Kai wiggling an arm free and reaching for the knot on the other side. "Get my legs!" 
"Oh, | shouldn't be so close to your legs when we aren't..." 

"And we never will be if you don't get me fucking loose!" Kai bellowed. 

"Kail Your language! It's enough to make me blush!" 


"Blush later! Right now get me the fuck out of here!" 


The train rounded the last curve, so close they could see the sixty-nine that was the engine number. The face 
of Dan the driver was hanging out the window, his jaw open at the sight of the man still half tied to the track 


He blew the whistle and scowled. "Got off my track!" he yelled, even though he knew they couldn't hear him. 
Kai sat up, the second knot free, kicking frantically to try to get his legs loose. 


Another scream of the whistle, the track vibrating under them, a dreamy look crossing Kai's face at the 


feeling. 


There was no time to stop. 


Or even slow down. 
With a last yank as the whistle tore their eardrums, Henjo grabbed Kai and ripped him free, the two of them 
tumbling backwards into the dirt and rolling as the blast of wind from the passing train made an absolute 


mess of their hair. 


Henjo's last thought before the breath was sucked from his lungs by a hot mouth was that he really should 
have changed, he'd never get all the dirt out of these clothes... 


Henjo jumped awake, sitting up and nearly hitting Kai's nose with his head. "Watch it you dick!" 
Henjo wiped the drool off his chin. "| must have fell asleep." 


Kai picked up the remote and turned off the set. "You did and you were out here yelling about trains and 


mustache wax. What were you dreaming about mustache wax?" 

Henjo snickered. "| was watching an old damsel in distress movie and was dreaming about it" 

Kai rolled his eyes. "Henjo to the rescue. Well, are you coming back to bed or are you going to sleep here?" 
"Are you done yelling at me?" 


Kai pulled him to his feet and snuggled against him, taking comfort in all the bony angles he knew so well. "lm 
sorry. | know you did not mean it" 


Henjo backed him down the aisle toward their bunk. "I will try not to elbow your nose again" 
"Good! Maybe then we can sleep!" yelled a voice from Dirk's bunk. 
Grinning, Kai and Henjo climbed back into their bunk and settled down, Kai resting his head on Henjo's chest. 


Henjo's fingers absently played with Kai's hair, listening to the sounds of the bus as his eyes grew heavy. He 
was almost asleep when Kai softly spoke his name. 


"Hen?" 
"What?" 


"What in the fuck is pulchritudinous?" 


Henjo snickered. "You are, Kai. Is just you." 
Somehow knowing it was a good thing, Kai smiled and cuddled closer. "My hero." 


Henjo just grinned. 


